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vague inclination to the law. It would be almost as gratify-
ing to Annandale if they could make a fine lawyer of him.
' So the law prevailed; and he was soon back in Edinburgh
with ninety pounds, fortified by anxious warnings from his
family against that " unwholesome city . . . and its selfish
and unfeeling inhabitants/' Behind him Annandale watched
eagerly; and, strong in their confidence, he wrestled
with the intricacies of Scottish jurisprudence, philosophic
doubts, and an inadequate digestion, pausing in the struggle
to send home a new hat for Sandy or a bonnet for his mother
and supporting his first steps in the new profession by
taking private pupils in mathematics.

He had a friend as well, who had taught school with him.
Like Carlyle, the handsome Irving was from Dumfriesshire;
and when fate took them to Kirkcaldy, the two exiles from
Annandale marooned in Fife drew naturally together.   The
friendship lasted; and in his Edinburgh days they tramped
the moors, wrote endless letters, and discussed the universe
at length, until one summer afternoon in 1821 Irving took
his melancholy young friend to pay a call in Haddington.
They were to call on Mrs. Welsh, and Miss Welsh was
expected to be at home as well.   She liked to be at home to
gentlemen.   Did she not crowd into a brief career consum-
ing, but still briefer, passions for the Artillery Boy, an artist
with an amethyst ring, George Rennie, Dugald G., "a
handsome fascinating Colonel of the Guards who held an
umbrella over me for four-and-twenty hours," a farmer's son
from somewhere near, and the obliging doctor who played
shuttlecock, to say nothing of a captain in the Lancers, her
second cousin from Leeds, and an Englishman afflicted with
a stammer ?   A later catalogue, assuming almost Homeric
proportions, even includes the shadowy names of Robert
MacTurk, James Aitken, James Baird, and Robby Angus.
For if Jane's reckoning was correct, Penelope had not mote
suitors.   The bright brunette had once importuned her father
for permission " to learn Latin like a boy."   But in spite of
Latin, Jane, one fears, was still quite recognisably a girL    .